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CHAPTER XIII
THE DEVIL'S TRADE MABK
NE day when John and I had been out on some
business of our master's, and were returning
gently on a long, straight road, at some distance
we saw a boy trying to leap a pony over a gate; the pony
would not take the leap, and the boy cut him with the whip,
but he only turned off on one side. He whipped him again,
but the pony turned off on the other side. Then the boy
got off and gave him a hard thrashing, and knocked him
about the head; then he got up again and tried to make him
leap the gate, kicking him all the time shamefully, but still
the pony refused. When we were nearly at the spot, the
pony put down his head and threw up his heels and sent the
boy neatly over into a broad, quickset hedge, and with the
rein dangling from his head he set off home at a full gallop,
John laughed out quite aloud. "Served him right/' he said.
"Oh! oh! oh," cried the boy, as he struggled about among
the thorns; "I say, come and help me out."
"Thank ye," said John, "I think you are quite in the right
place, and maybe a little scratching will teach you not to
eap a pony over a gate that is too high for him/' and so with
;hat John rode off. "It may be," said he to himself, "that
roung fellow is a liar as well as a cruel one; we'll just go
tome by Farmer Bushby's, Beauty, and then if anybody
rants to know you and I can tell 'em, ye see;" so we turned
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